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for his conveyance. For there never has been a time when one
who has come to my house has had to complain of his detention
here for lack of escort. So let us run a black ship down into the
friendly sea for her maiden voyage, and from the town pick
fifty-two young oarsmen who have proved their excellence.
This crew, when they have all made their oars fast at the benches,
may leave the ship and repair to my house, where they can fall
to and take a hasty meal: I will make ample provision for all.
These are my orders for the ship's company.

'As for the rest, I invite you that are sceptred kings to my
palace with a view to entertaining our visitor indoors. I shall
accept no refusal. And let our glorious bard, Demodocus, be
summoned. For no other singer has his heavenly gift of delight-
ing our ears whatever theme he chooses for his song.'

When Alcinous had finished speaking he made a move, and
the sceptred kings went with him. His equerry set out in search
of the excellent minstrel, and meanwhile fifty-two young men
were chosen and made their way, as he had directed, to the shore
of the barren sea. When they had reached the ship and come
down to the beach, they dragged the black vessel into deep
water, put the mast and sails on board, fixed the oars in their
leather loops, all ship-shape, and hauled the white sail up. Then
they moored her well out in the water, and proceeded to the
great house of their wise king, where the galleries, the courts, and
the apartments themselves were filled with a throng of people.
The young men and the old together made up a numerous com-
pany, for whose benefit Alcinous sacrificed a dozen sheep, eight
white-tusked boars, and a couple of shambling oxen. These they
flayed and made ready for the table, and so prepared a goodly
feast.

The equerry now came up, leading their favourite bard,
whom the Muse loved above all others, though she had mingled
good and evil in her gifts, robbing him of his eyes but lending
sweetness to his song. Pontonous placed a silver-studded chair
for him in the centre of the company, with its back to one of the
great pillars, and the equerry hung his tuneful lyre on a peg just